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TUNN'D with the din of never-ceaſing jars, 
Bout Wilkes and Kidgell, and th' opprobious wars, 

Twixt penſion'd rogues and diſappointed knaves, 
Promoted vaſſals and rejected ſlaves, 
The hungry yelp of empty pamphleteers, 
And all the cloying ſtuff of gazettcers, 
Where Cato bleeds a-freſh with broken noſe, 
From ale-houſe broils, and Brutus wipes old ſhoes ; “ 
Fatigu'd and mortify'd, in haſte I fled, 
And ſought in ſleep to reſt my aching head. 


It is a common practice with the ſcriblers in the daily papers to ſign 
their wretched productions with the names of theſe illuſtrious Romans. 
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In = the monſtrous medley of the day, 
Still rack d my brain, and drove wiſht ſleep away; 
Where e'er I turn'd ſome vice, or folly roſe, 


In ſhape of ſcriblers, critics, wits and beaus ; 


Till near the morn, with drowzy virtue fraught 
A ſheet of Lockman lull'd each reſtleſs thought. 


When lo! a ſylvan ſcene its charms diſclos'd, 
of myrtle, palm, and ſpreading beech compos' d, 
Tall tufts of cypreſs. form'd ſequeſter'd ſhades, 
And ſpeckl'd woodbine checquer'd opening glades, 
And th' amourous vine her bluſhing beauties rears, 
And the ſweet myrrh weeps aromantic tears, 

And every gale the balmy tribute brings 

Of Latian ſummers and Arabian ſprings; 
Heav'n bleſt the ſpot with ſuch a laviſh hand 
It ſeemed Elyſium all or fairy land. 

Full in the midſt of this enchanting wood, 
Rais'd of pure turf a verdant altar ſtood z 
Untouch'd uninjur'd by the rites obſcene 

Of juggling prieſts and ſacrifice unclean; 
Ten thouſand flowrets ſhed their odours round, 
A laurel bow'r the lovely ſummit crown'd ; 


* Apollo's 
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Apollo's throne: no gilded ſpires aroſe, ' 

For gold and poetry are antient foes; 

No marble dome a ſplendid roof ſupports, 

Bards are ſcarce ever ſeen at ſuch fine courts z 

But ſimple majeſty and eaſe expreſs 

The power of nature in her bridal dreſs. 

Fair in the front before the piercing eye, 

Of him whoſe beams illuminate the ſky ; 

High on a pillar of tranſlucent flame 

Unhurt, unſtain'd, eternally the fame ; 

Hung the green wreath, that primitive reward 
Which Heav'n ordain'd to crown th' immortal bard 3 
On either fide a viſta oped to ſight, 

This to the left, and that one to the right; 

But ſteep th' aſcent and dangerous the way, 

For thorns, and rocks, and bryers, in rugged order lay, 


And now the Power whoſe breath alone beſtows 
The gift of ſong, in pomp ſerene aroſe; 
Youthful his mien ; but in that youth we ſaw, 
A ſweet ſeverity commanding awe z 
Varied his tone, yet regularly clear, 
It ſwayed the judgement, while it charm'd the ear; 
| | Around 
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Same he look'd, and th' awful Gloria bröke, 
The lovely landſcape brighten'd as he . 


1 


VMou men! ha PTY luſt 4 fame ch 
To Pindus' ſhades, and Helicon's pure wells, 
Who thro! all dangers arduouſly aſpire, 

With hallow'd hands to touch this envied lyre, 
Could you, alas I; in youth's gay morn ſurvey, 

What deſperate toils to paſs ere prime of day, 

How few, how very few in happier bour, 

Have fate and I decreed to ſhare: this bow'r, 

The hopeleſs view would mar your empty ſchemes, | 
Divert your better thoughts to mortal themes, 

To moderate arts, your moderate parts apply, 

And cruſh all dazling hopes to reach the ſky. 

But ſince alas! the hardeſt taſk below, 

For earth's vain children, is themſelves to know; 
Without reſerve, our generous pity falls  . 

On thoſe fond men, who -zhink they hear our calls; 
And chiefly Britons; who debauch'd with caſe, 
Aſſume to think and write whate'er they pleaſe, | 
(For . ſtill Germania, Metaſtatio ſways, 

And humble France her keen Voltaire obeys. 
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To fritter'd airs the dwindled Romans creep, 

And Spain enjoys her long paternal ſleep) 

But this rough Iſland, to contention bred, | 

Roars down all merit till the Bard's been dead 

Some hundred years ; throughout this monſtrous town, 
How many mongrils bark'd at Dryden's crown ; 

Nay, oft on me they charge their griefs and wrongs, 
Nor Heav'n itſelf can ſhield me from their tongues ; 
But once for all you candidates for fame, | 

Now ſhew your proofs and juſtify the claim. 


He ſaid and fat; ſtrait on the left appear d, 
A thouting, ſneering, low ſeditious herd; | 
In foreign fringes, dowlaſs, lace and rags, 
In caſſocks, bar-gowns, night-caps, bobs and bags; 
To reach his throne they kick, they ſcream, they ſtrain, 
Thick as ſmall Templars preſs to Drury-lane; 
Thick as the pellets wing'd their rapid flight, 
That ſwept. the ſtage on Macklin's funeral night“. 


Churchill, ſtern chief, his boiſt'rous claim expreft ; 
A blood-ſhot eye laſt night's debauch confeſt : 


— 


* Remember gentle reader (if thou canſt) the exit of a Stage - play en- 
C Thus 


titled, The Married Libertine, 


Of each foul vagabond, of each foul ſtreet, 
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| ce This prize is mine, who tempt it are my foes, 
Not Maggs himſelf dare touch it for his noſe; 
Joe Maggs and I had once a bout in jeſt, 


At Borough; fair Vou puff here tell the reſt; 
And hark, your worſhip, tho I wrote no ſongs, 
Like Gray I beat him hollow in ſtaunch lungs ; ' 
For who but I forc'd ſkittle-grounds to roar 


At luſty verſe, and brought Clare- market oer? 


I drove your trade where never ſcrole was read, 
Save bills for pork and peaſe, ſmall- beer and bes 
Durſt Gray „and fag at Shadwell, or Dockheadꝰ) 
Yet there my rumblings charm' d, or if they miſs d 
I urged the ſtronger argument of fiſt ; | ? 
For Wilkes and you I've freely riſk'd this pate, 
With tawny carpenter, or boatſwain's mate; 

How oft---But hold---My foes, in ſpite of grudge, 
Allow me to deſcribe : now hear and judge. 


| How oft have I in Bawdry's ſuburb den, 


Where ſtood a jade t' inveigle drunkards in, 
Whoſe grimy duggs in grimy clouts enclos'd, 
To dirty ſcoundrels dirty ſcenes expos'd, 

Her blue lips blubber'd with the ſlavering greet 


Her 
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Her eye diſcolor'd with nocturnal blows | . U 
Of ſturdy bilks, and raw her flatten d noſe, 
While far behind her lay the Butchers arm, 

Fit ſtall-houſe for the victim of her charm. 
Here, in large characters, the poker ſcrawls 

The parts of generation round the walls; 

Here ſtood ſtale heaps of cockle- ſhells, and there 
Mundungus chew ' d, and half- pots of dead beer; 
Here, in fad ſtate, a hoary ox-cheek lies, | 
Glaz'd with the ſpawn of twenty thouſand flies; 
The floor all reck'd with party- color d ſpilth, 
Where bankrupt Gluttony gave up her filth; 
And brawny Luſt, inflam'd by noiſome gin, 
With open noſtrils and a bawdy grin 


Stared wild: and Mutiny rejecting law, 
Fled from the Tartar, clench'd his pitchy paw 


And ſooty Scandal with a yawning ſtretch 
Belch'd out, and pointed to a naked breech ; 
While, in the laſt receſſes of the ſtye, 

Sat growling Blaſphemy with haggard eye: 

How oft have I, in theſe ſequeſter d bow rs, 

Won all thoſe parties, and confirm d them ours ? 
Twas I, twas I myſelf, led thoſe brave bands, 
To reſcue forty-five from th hangman's hands, 


Nay 
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Abroad, a pandar, paraſite and flave; 
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N ay more than all, (for who wou d not be free) 


I quitted my firſt God to follow. thee;; 


| Damn'd leaden Bibles, and theſe tramm'Hing rules 
That ſcoundrel:biſhops would obtrude on ge 1 3:7 


(Who wage pretended war for private ends, 

Elſe we and honeſt Belz. had long been friends) 

Then with my fellow-laborers in art. 
Diſſected woman, and explain d each part. 
Nobly diſdaining eicher houſe or bench, | 
For well-I knew your worſhip lov'd a DG. 59918 
Then for theſe facts, (the town can proye them. true,) 


Throw me that . and give the Dey'l. his duc.” 


He ceas 4 t ERA now a 1 8 "A 
In furbiſh'd caſſock---n0 1y maſk he wore; ', r BY 
For e'en' Hypocriſy diſdain'd to grace | 
With her ſmooth varniſh that enormous face; 
But his blunt features; neveriform'd to think, 


Seem' d all intent on feaſts, and luſt, and drink; 


While ignorance and impudence combin'd, 
In equal portions parcell'd out his mind ; 
At home, a vaunting, proud, important knave ; 


Sway d 
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Sway'd by no principle but love of pelt 
And-all his wiſhes center d in himſelf: 

Ready for hire to prove it orthodox 

That Pitt's a traitor, and a patriot Fox; 

But foil'd in's hopes of mitre and lawn-ſleeves, 
Proclaims that Fox the very worſt of thieves, 
Alike diſgraceful to the church and 2 10 


Ihe ſhame and ſcandal of a vicious age; 


A tool to raſcals and to wits a jeſt, 
Such (mighty truth * our Parſon food conſt. 


Sore Gow the God: ahh Whitchead, (who . in 
While Churchill'sbreech was turn d) with ſimpering grin ; 
Perfumed handkerchief and ſneaking bow, 

Hem' d thrice, and whiſper' d, you ſhall hear as how : 

&« So pleaſe my Lard ] I'm perfectly well read 

In all French books, and was at Cambridge bred; 

No naughty thoughts pollute my gentle breaſt, 

Nor have thoſe eyes beheld a nymph undreſt ; 

Soft are my ftrains, ſoft as the cooling breeze 

That fans the flow'ry vale and verdant trees; 

In proſe, or verſe, I'm ſimple as a child. 

My plays are pointleſs, and my odes are mild; . 
D Wit 
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Wit I excluded as unnatural glee, 
(At leaſt tis quite unnatural to me) 


: * 


But muſing o'er my fire and eee din cn ybao ob 
I prun' d my ſtanza's trim and debornaire ; 8 8 5 Jan 


With Tyber water always made my tea 

O'er the Appian cauſeway jaunted twice a day 
Mecznas' praiſes: ever on my. tongue, I 818 ib oi“. 
Each morn and eve I to my pupil ſung 
Shew'd him at large, what mighty great rewardss 
Attended thoſe, who fee d us glorious bards : done. 


That we alone cou'd pay ſix- ſcore per cent: 


Pray the auſpicious {kies he took the hint! 
Oampagnia next engag d my fond / purſuit sss, 


I faw a pair of Hannibab's old boots, d 
Aſk'd' what he eat and drank I if &er. he: ſlept?? 
What bards in pay and miſtreſſes he kept? 


I aſk'd, till &en the calm Italians chaft 


Refus'd to anſwer, and the vulgar laught, 
From thence I paſt to hail my Virgil's bones, 
And gaz entranc'd on hq perfpiring 1 


— 
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Whence with a pray'r I ſtole a facted ſprig, | 
And ftuck it in the foretop of my wig, 

omen of future bays : which ſoon Þfack | 

. His grace confirm'd, with pence for butt of ſack; * 
Since when, I deal on births and new-year days 
Uncommon odes; and. diſh up your French mw" | 
So nice yet ſimple, that could rough Sen OY 
Eſcape the tomb, or deareſt, Fontenelle N 1 air cl 
In taſting half a ſcene, they muſt agree Ua 
No age e er ſaw a ſimpletonſlike mee. 
Laſt, when ſeditions ſhook the Hure d ftate, 
And ev ry bard arraign'd his brother's pate, 
I, as chief. juſtice, charg d them with their crimes, 
And Dodſley publiſh d, nay retouch d, the ben; <1] 
Yet they ungrateful turn'd the whole to jeſt, | 
Laugh'd loud, and bade me kiſs----Oh gueſs che reſt! 
Inhuman inſolence | But you my Lard 

I doubt not will redreſs your viceroy Bard; 

Behold my badge and ſhew'd above his ears 

A wither' d wiſp, that hid his few gray hairs, | 


— — en 


+ If we ation the French critics to N their own language, our 
great Laureat has paid Monſieur Fontenelle a very extraordinary compli- 
ment on his fimpricityz for thoſe gentlemen ſharply charge him with having 
debauched their re as Senor cid 
the Latin. : 03 4 FY 
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All laugh'd, and now ſmall Colman in the liſt 

Appear'd, an actor bore him in his fiſt; 

Much did he ſhake, and ſeem' d abaſh' d and pos d, 

Like felon mouſe in faithleſs engine clos'di--- 

This Genius from the firſt amus d his pen. 

With Perit dyolles, and burleſquing great wad 

Aſſum'd à patent for diſcharging ſquibs, 

In tiny farces, and quaint play- houſe fibs; Md 

Behind the ſcenes he always had a fling,” 

Tickling ſhe-players with his little ſting— Ao 

Thro' Yames's Chronicle,” you have hear'd him e 

In different voices ſome three times a week; | 

Now, down your throat by cartloads would he cram 1 

Dark hints, fhrewd/quieries;" then, by way” of drat, 

Friſk up your ſpirits with an Epigran. 9 

He held it right to change whate'er was old, 

And mingle vileſt lead with pureſt gold, 5 

By every ſhabby trick and ſhuffling game 

Baſe fear cou'd form, or paltry envy frame, © 

Strove hard to r merit from the eyes 
; of Garrick, potent prince: :—0or r Murphy hes. by 
| Scarce. had he wip'd the cold-ſweat from his cheek, | 
Pulfl'd up his breeches, and began to ſpeak ; 

By me Philaſter bleeds” — When lol a blaſt 
With Fletcher's fiery form before him paſt, 
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sudden he faints, nor ſpeech, or life remains, 
And backward burſt his wind and eke the grains, 
The poiſon'd actor flung him on the ſands, 

And fled in haſte to clean his ſmoaking hands. 


But who comes here ſo prim with tuck'd up gown, 
What, is it Madden? No, tis Doctor Brown: 
Audacious, teſty, petulant of tongue, 
Arraigning all, and always in the wrong; 

Servile as arrogant, more pert than wiſe, 

Thro' pride a ſlave, from art to art he flies; 

Now, like a true projector, beats his ſkull 

For years, to ſhew himſelf in th' end a fool; 

Takes up his pen, and g/imates our ſons, 

Luxurious knaves and infamous paltroons ; 

But they, uncivil rogues, the charge denied 

To Death's grim face, and prov'd his reverence lied. 

Then to the ſtage with hobbling ſteps he ſtrode, 

And bounc'd and huff d like any puppet-god ; 
(For he'd ſome fire, but then it always broke 

In vapour, like a brick-kiln's flaſhy ſmoke.) 

Grown tireſome here, and flouted in Reviews, 

Where Franklin bang'd his body, ſoul and muſe, 


| 
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He ſtopt for wind: and forming a wiſe plot, 

To pay thoſe fellows with their proper ſhot, 

At once charg'd on with daſhes, flaps and hits, 

At hungry thieves! baſe ſcoundrels! bankrupt wits! 
Till taught at length, twas contrary to ſenſe 

To ſpend his paper without praiſe or pence, { 
He dropt the fight; and pumping all his ſprings, 
Out came an Eſſay on old fiddle-ſtrings ; - 

He ſhewed what Sarabrands and to what tune 

Th' Athenians danc'd' three thouſand years agone af. 
In ſpite of all remonſtrance, headlong walk d 
The ſteep to folly Arbuthnot had chalk'd, 

And at firſt view, preſented to your eye - TY 
A new Scriblerus ready cut and dry ĩ?ĩ7?ò 
Aſk you good maſters, in what tile he choſe 

To urge his claim? 'twas neither verſe or-profe ; 
A ſort of Lingua Franca, ſtitch'd and botch d 
With different ſhreds, and flaring tinſel patch'd; 
And as a whore, who without aſking leave | 
Comes round your neck, or lugs you by the ſleeve; 
Boldly he ſtrove to ſtruggle thro the band; 
And vow'd to ſhake Apollo by the hand, 

He ſtrove; but ſoon the rabble haul'd him back, 


With ſhouts and ſcoffs and many a ſturdy thwack ; 
And 
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And Churchill hit ſo hard, and bray' d fo ſtrong 
Th' offended groves and all the welkin rung, 
Thro' ſpite and pain, his reverence loudly wept, 
But ſwore to tell his maſter ere he ſlept. | 


Next, more a candidate for pence than fame, 
In greaſy night-cap worthy Macklin came ; 
On his hard- jaw ſat Shylock's genuine grin, ' | 
Mundungus juices drivel'd down his chin; 
His right hand ſhew d a blotted bundle ſnatch d 
From damning wits, the left his podex ſcratch d; 
Of poliſht words he ſcorn'd to make a choice, 
And with his figure well agreed his voice. 
« I beg your honour, as the times are hard, 
And dead vacation, for ſome ſmall reward; 
I am a Genus all the world's agreed, 
And (tho Foote jokes) at thirty five could read “, 
Ah that damn'd Foote has ſo much life and glee, 
All laugh wizb him, but, zouns ! they laugh ar me. 
And yet Fr--k D-l-v-], that judge of wit, 
Swore in Foote's abſence I could give a hit, 
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* Mr. Foote extended this memorable Xra to forty. 
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And Harry Fn-s whd knew no fordid view, , 
Damn'd his own Sou! to Hell zur it: was true: 

I hope yon II take ſecurities like thoſe:? - © 1 
He ſaid, and twixt his fingers'/blew his noſe. 10 
Half-ſmil'd Apollo at the party ſinner, 

And —_ him half a mn get his dinner,” „ 
4 10% £23021. 
Fir'd N78 the Ane 2 the rear any ably 
Urging in heaps on heaps to get abreaſt, _ 

The ſpur-galbd hacks of each dull magazine; | 
A thouſand wits/ who fear to croſs the Mews, + 
The Printers eurſe, and food of ſharp Reviews ;; 

A thouſand: dards; 'wholinfpiration take TEL 
From Bird cage walks and Roſamonda's aps ob BU 
Aſk you their names? As well recount the fleas 
In Summer- eamps, or maggots in ſtale cheeſe: 
They ſcream, they cuff: till Phœbus on his . 
Aroſe, and wav d the nen W 


* * 
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| Sour ſilenee collonnplic Pn upon eu — 
A nobler view now cheer d the weary fight; 
In ſober majeſty approach d the throne, . 
That choſen race whom fame had mark d har own : 


Ba. A Firſt 
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Firſt mov d the plaintive Muſe in looſe array, 
And, crown'd with lillies, led the penſive re bn. 
On his lov'd ſteps ſhe evermore attends, | 
Molds his ſoft lay and Heav'n's rich dais blends,” 
Since erſt the ſwain by harmony's ſtrong powers 
Won the pale virgin from her cyprefs bow'rs, 
In tender ftrain ſhe urg'd her dear requeſt, 
The plaintive ſtrain ſunk deep in every breaſt : 
Father of melting ſound! whoſe magic recds 
Charm'd the mute flocks, and cheer'd the liſt ning meads; 
If livelieſt nature -join'd with ſofteſt art, 
To warm the ſoul, or humanize the heart, 
If happieſt themes in ſweeteſt woke, 14 
By me inſpir d, and by the Graces bleft ; 
If moral truths, with elegance-convey'd 
To curb. looſe pride, and charm while they perſuade; 
If varied notes, whoſe thrilling airs excel 
The ſong of Pindar and the Leſbian ſhell ; 
If theſe, and hat but theſe can juſtly claim 
Nee — mm of fame. 
hone — wen. fo inept, 
i bad vailcd zin L } mort ; | | Tho' 
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Tho' old, his qheek retain'd a fiery glo-, 

And living lightnings darted from his brow; _ 
Apollo ſtrait with eager joy confeſt | 

The ſage, and ſweetly ſmiling thus addreſt: 

Son of my ſtrength ! thro' what a waſteful gloom 
Haſt thou ſurviv d, in youth's/primeval bloom! 
What various elimes unite to {well thy fame, 

Where dawns gray morn, or ſlopes my evening beam? 
Thou, didſt the firſt with nervous art inſtill, 
How vain a taſk t oppoſe th Almighty will; 
Thou, didſt the firſt to glorious ends * 

Infernal inceſt in her native dreſss 
That guilt, could ne er eſcape the ſcourge Ae 1 
For Heaven's revenge is ever ſure tho late. 
Thou, didſt the firſt with ſtrong example win 
The youth, juſt wavering on the brink of ſin; 
Taught him on Virtue's ſolid baſe to riſec 
And ſet Oreſtes full before his eyes. Aud on 
Thou, didſt the firſt to wond' ring worlds diſcloſe, 
What dire effects, from Pride's ſtern empire roſe; 
Thy frantick chief, ſelf-ſlaughter'd on the bier, . 
Tho' ſavage, ſtill commands our generous tear. 
But ſay, my ſon] what errand could perſuade 
Thy ſteps, from ſoft Elyfium's balmy ſhade ? 


Com'ſt 
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Com'ſt thou on earth, t inſpect our high decree 5 
If ſo, aſcend and Ver the prize with me. 


« Thy Gi 0 king! (reply'd th' ada Seer) 
Glow thro' each nerve, and fire my raviſht ear; 
O glorious meed | of all my arduous toils ; 
The rage of foes, and Time's devouring ſpoils ; 
A meed, above my weak pretence to fame, | 
As heav'n o'er earth, a meed no bard durſt claim; 
Tho' Orpheus lyre compos'd the fiends to reſt, 
And lap'd their ſouls in Rapture's:downy breaſt ; 
Tho' laviſh Clio pour'd her wondrous ſtore 
On the bold Chian, till ſhe could no more; 
Yet theſe: (and who like theſe) with trembling awe, - 
Approach'd thy ſhrine, and thence receiv'd their law, 
No, fire of verſe] I pour the ſuppliant vow, 
That yon fair crown may wreathe thy Maſon's brow ; 5 
In him, each grace the buſkin'd Muſe unites, 
The fineſt: feelings, and the nobleſt flights; 
The quick conception, eaſy, juſt and. e 
Robed in the manly garb of Attic ſong; ; 
The pow'rs of Energy, and magic art 
Whene er he liſt, to warm, or chill the = z 


What 
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The fatal error of tyrannick ſway ? bun Havvts 0. 11 


What flinty boſom can refuſe to ſwell, 
When poor Elfrida bids the world farewell? 
Fir d with juſt wrath, behold the patriot glow! 
And with brave ſcorn defy th' inſulting ſo; p 
Tho' cruſh d with chains, unconquer d * be ſhines, 
And breathes for ever in his living lines. 


Nor ſcorn'd the matchleſs youth my paths to tread, 


His pohſh'd ſcene the moral Chorus led, 
While fair Religion, heaven-deſcended gueſt, 
And white-rob'd Truth, the lofty ſong impreſt : 
But words are vain; in him thoul't ſtrongly ſee 
Each , * partial bene * n on . 


Wa as 05 ceas * a warrior 3 inſures: 
His manly thigh a two-edg'd faulcion. bore, 
His better hand a glittering javelin ow] d. 
And on his helm ſtern indignation frown'd : 
“God of ſtrong numbers | Juvenal diſclaums 
All praiſe reſulting from fiftitious themes; 
I neer purſued where ſmiling faney led. 
My youth and age to rougher taſks were bred; 


4 , 


To 


£=Y 


THE AUT H o R 8. 25 


To cruſh rank pride, unravel th' odious ſleighgt 
Of puzzling fraud, and drag the knave to light; 

To chain groſs lewdneſs to her loathſome den; 

To chaſe corruption from the walks of men 5, | =, 
Amid his guards to break the tyrant's reſt, n 
And ſcare to madneſs faithleſs friendſhip's breaſt ; _ 
To prop, to cheriſh, Virtue's ſw, poor bande, A0 
And grapple Vice with all her hundred hands; ba 
For theſe hard ends I left the paths of eaſe, 1 
And ſought to mend, regardleſs of all praiſe. 

Now, king of verſe} for all this ſervice done, 

I claim but juſtice for my darling ſon; | 

For him, in whom alone exiſt, combin d, | 
Frail Dryden's ftrength, with Plato's better mind 
Whom, not the wealth of either India's ſhores, 
Could bribe to flatter titled. knayes or whores, /F 
(Nor wou'd he yet with ſervile art deſcend 
If truth oppos d, ta call a king his friend.) 2 
Who ſtill preſerv d, in fortune's worſt extreme, 18 

The Poet's rank, and ſacred held his theme; 
Who bravely ſtood in virtue's proſtrate right, 

And launeb d iny ſpear at Vice's tow'ring, height | 
No:watbler he, in trivial notes to ſigag 
Phrynè's daub'd cheek to every fiddle-ſtring : 
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No Ribbald he, with vile abuſe to __— Ny 0 O 
A harmleſs race, and ſcandalize a gown; - a 10 
His generous aim fair truth to recuncile, 72 milo PE 
And root corruption fromthe: tainted-Iſlez;- 21, "ws oT 
Whi'ft envy owns thro ev'ry-arduous ſtage, 
His life, a brighter leflon than his page: 
Who then but him deſerves che crown of ſame ? oT 
Stand forth, 3 Ae and aſſert Wy ins " 

But now, a figure fla a lem 1 
Of more elated port and godlike mein; ani 0 
On his fair front ſhone forth in priftite bloom, 
The fire of Greece, and majeſty of Rome. - 
Ten thouſand cherubs ſpread their purple wings 
Above his head, and ſtruck the goldem ſtrings; 
*Twas HE himſelf; er n HE, that firſt of men, 
Who oped the heav'n of heav'ns to mortal ken; 
On rapid wing, undaunted and alone 
Steer d thro the vaſt expanſe of worlds unknown, 
And ſung ſuperior Beings, mightier wars, 
Beyond the fun's wide courſe and ſettled ſtars; | 
Light's glowing ſources, earth's well-pois'd domain, 
Hell's gaſtly gloom, old Chaos tottering reign, 


In 
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In his vaſt theme the heav'nly poet wrought, 

With ſo much grace, and dignity of thought, 
Creation, wond'ring at the rival plan, | 
Exclaim'd, © What bounds the arrogance of Man 
Few were his words: © If ought I judge of ſong, 
Fame's pureſt wreaths to Akenſide belong,” 

The half-aw'd god, inclin'd his eager car, 
And gaz'd in rapture at the matcheſs ſeer. 


Then thus began: Full well, you ſons of fame! 
Theſe glorious advocates have urg'd your claim ; 
You've all excell'd the world in different ways, 
And each in his, deſerves eternal praiſe. 
I fear to wound :---But, if I muſt decree, 
That envied crown in juſtice falls to thee ; 
To thee my beſt 


When hark Eugenio's call; 
« Abed? for ſhame! What a'n't you for the Hall? 
This morning Wilkes and Blaſphemy come on ; 
Get on your cloaths---Be quick--We'll have ſome ſun. 
Amaz'd, I rub'd my eyes, got up and dreſt; 
And found that Poetry's a dream at beſt. 
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